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sciously been maturing in his brain for several days
was close to fruition. He began to gauge the
extent of the Sahib's vertigo. By his inability to
descend the long chimney, the young American
would be playing into his hands. In silence the
pair remained for twenty minutes on the table of
rock. Then the Sahib wrenched the binding from
his head and gave the order to commence the
descent.
Gophira could see the stark terror in his eyes.
Slowly he led the way back to the traverse.
The afternoon mists were collecting. A rising
wind blew eddies of snow upwards towards the
scythe-keen precipices. It was at that moment that
the Sahib collapsed in the centre of the traverse.
Completely overcome, he whimpered incoherently,
his eyes buried in the obscurity of the ice-wall.
The possibility of a slip into the chasm below had
disseminated his last shreds of forced courage.
Once more Gophira pulled him into safety__the
moment of culminating terror arrived. The pros-
pect of the chimney to be descended numbed the
Sahib's intellect until he was a limp burden in the
guide's hands.
Gophira's eyes dilated with excitement. De-
taching the rope from his own body, he secured it
twice around his master's, and persuaded him to
let himself be lowered down the dreaded chimney.
Desperately, over the jutting rock, the young
American, placing his life in the guide's hands,,
allowed himself to be suspended in space between
the two walls. Within a minute his body was out